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hand at being a costumed adventurer, to the moment I first stepped out into the night with a 
mask on my face and the wind on my bare legs, took about three months. Three months of 
self-doubt and self-ridicule. Three months of self-conscious training down at the Police 
Gymnasium. Three months figuring out how the hell I was going to make myself a costume. 

The costume was difficult, because I couldn't start designing it until I’d thought of a name. 
This stumped me for a couple of weeks, because every name I came up with sounded stupid, 
and what I really wanted was something with the same sense of drama and excitement as 
“Hooded Justice.” 

Eventually, a suitable handle was provided inadvertently by one of the other cops that I 
worked with down at the station house. He'd invited me out for a beer after work two or three 
times only to be turned down because I wanted to spend as much of my evenings working out 
in the Police Gymnasiums as possible, after which I’d usually go to bed around nine o’clock 
and sleep through until five the next morning, when I’d get up and put in a couple of hours 
workout before donning my badge and uniform in readiness for my day job. After having his 
offer of beer and relaxation turned down yet again by reason of me wanting to be in bed early, 
he finally gave up asking and took to calling me “Nite Owl” out of sarcasm until he finally 
found somebody else to drink with. 

“Nite Owl.” I liked it. Now all I had to come up with was the costume. 

A masked adventurer’s costume is one of those things that nobody really thinks about. 
Should it have a cape, or no cape? Should it be thick and armored to protect you from harm, 
or flexible and lightweight to allow maneuverability? What sort of mask should it have? Do 
bright colors make you more of a target than dark ones? All of these were things that I had to 
consider. 

Eventually, I opted for a design that left the arms and legs as free as possible, while protect- 
ing my body and head with a tough leather tunic, light chainmail briefs, and a layer of leather- 
over-chainmail protecting my head. I experimented with a cloak, remembering how the 
Shadow would use his cloak to misguide enemy bullets, leading them to shoot at parts of the 
swirling black mass where his body didn’t happen to be. In practice, however, I found it too 
unwieldy. I was always tripping over it or getting it caught in things, and so I abandoned it for 
an outfit that was as streamlined as I could make it. 

With the mail and leather headpiece hiding my hair, I found I only really needed a small 
domino mask to conceal my identity, but even this presented problems that weren’t obvious at 
first glance. My first mask was attached to my face by the simple expediency of a string, but 
this nearly got me killed during my first ever outing in full costume, when a drunk with a knife 
hooked his fingers into the eyeholes of the domino and pulled it down so that I could only see 
out of one eye. If I’d been less fit and alert or he’d been less drunk my career might well have 
ended then. As it was I was able to tear off the mask completely and then disarm him, trusting 
that the alcohol would fog any clear recollection of my face. After that, I dispensed with the 
string and stuck the mask to my face using spirit gum, such as actors use to attach false beards 
or mustaches. 

I first became Nite Owl during the early months of 1939, and although my first few 
exploits were largely unspectacular, they aroused a lot of media interest simply because by 
1939, dressing up in costume and protecting your neighborhood had become something of a 
fad, with the whole of America at least briefly interested in its development. A month after I 
made my debut, a young woman who called herself The Silhouette broke into the headlines by 
exposing the activities of a crooked publisher trafficking in child pornography, delivering a 
punitive beating to the entrepreneur and his two chief cameramen in the process. A little after 
that, the first reports of a man dressed like a moth who could glide through the air started to 
come in from Connecticut, and a particularly vicious and brutal young man in a gaudy yellow 
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boiler suit started cleaning up the city’s waterfronts under the name of The Comedian. Within 
twelve months of Hooded Justice’s dramatic entrance into the public consciousness, there were 
at least seven other costumed vigilantes operating on or around America’s West Coast. 

There was Captain Metropolis, who brought a knowledge of military technique and strat- 
egy to his attempt at eradicating organized crime in the inner urban areas, and who is still 
active to this day. 

There was The Silk Spectre, now retired and living with her daughter after an unsuccess- 
ful early marriage, who in retrospect was probably the first of us ever to realize that there could 
be commercial benefits in being a masked adventurer. The Silk Spectre used her reputation as 
a crimefighter primarily to make the front pages and receive exposure for her lucrative model- 
ing career, but I think all of us who knew her loved her a little bit and we certainly didn’t 
begrudge her a living. I think we were all too unsure of our own motives to cast aspersions 
upon anybody else. 

There was Dollar Bill, originally a star college athlete from Kansas who was actually 
employed as an in-house super-hero by one of the major national banks, when they realized 
that the masked man fad made being able to brag about having a hero of your own to protect 
your customer's money a very interesting publicity prospect. Dollar Bill was one of the nicest 
and most straightforward men I have ever met, and the fact that he died so tragically young is 
something that still upsets me whenever I think about it. While attempting to stop a raid upon 
one of his employer’s banks, his cloak became entangled in the bank's revolving door and he 
was shot dead at point-blank range before he could free it. Designers employed by the bank 
had designed his costume for maximum publicity appeal. If he’d designed it himself he might 
have left out that damned stupid cloak and still be alive today. 

There was Mothman and The Silhouette and The Comedian and there was me, all of us 
choosing to dress up in gaudy opera costumes and express the notion of good and evil in 
simple, childish terms, while over in Europe they were turning human beings into soap and 
lampshades. We were sometimes respected, sometimes analyzed, and most often laughed at, 
and in spite of all the musings above, I don’t think that those of us still surviving today are any 
closer to understanding just why we really did it all. Some of us did it because we were hired to 
and some of us did it to gain publicity. Some of us did it out of a sense of childish excitement 
and some of us, I think, did it for a kind of excitement that was altogether more adult if perhaps 
less healthy. They’ve called us fascists and they’ve called us perverts and while there’s an 
element of truth in both those accusations, neither of them are big enough to take in the whole 
picture. 

Yes, some of us were politically extreme. Before Pearl Harbor, I heard Hooded Justice 
openly expressing approval for the activities of Hitler’s Third Reich, and Captain Metropolis 
has gone on record as making statements about black and Hispanic Americans that have been 
viewed as both racially prejudiced and inflammatory, charges that it is difficult to argue or 
deny. 

Yes, I daresay some of us did have our sexual hang-ups. Everybody knows what eventually 
became of the Silhouette and although it would be tasteless to rehash the events surrounding 
her death in this current volume, it provides proof for those who need it that for some people, 
dressing up in a costume did have its more libidinous elements. 

Yes, some of us were unstable and neurotic. Only a week ago as of this writing, I received 
word that the man behind the mask and wings of Mothman, whose true identity I am not at 
liberty to divulge, has been committed to a mental institution after a long bout of alcoholism 
and a complete mental breakdown. 

Yes, we were crazy, we were kinky, we were Nazis, all those things that people say. We were 
also doing something because we believed in it. We were attempting, through our personal 
efforts, to make our country a safer and better place to live in. Individually, working on our 
separate patches of turf, we did too much good in our respective communities to be written off 
as mere aberration, whether social or sexual or psychological. 

It was only when we got together that the problems really started. I sometimes think 



UNDER THE HOOD 


9 


without the Minutemen we might all have given up and called it quits pretty soon. The 
costumed adventurer might have become quietly and simply extinct. 

And the world might not be in the mess it’s in today. 


IV. 

There’s no mystery behind how the Minutemen first got together. Captain Metropolis had 
written to Sally Jupiter care of her agent, suggesting that they might meet with a view to form- 
ing a group of masked adventurers who could pool their resources and experience to combat 
crime. The Captain has always had a strategic approach to crimefighting, so I can see why the 
idea would appeal to him, although back then I was surprised that he’d made an effort to get 
in touch with Sally. He was so polite and reserved that Sally’s drinking, swearing and mode of 
dress were guaranteed to shock him speechless. Later, I realized that Sally was simply the only 
costumed vigilante forethoughtful enough to have an agent whose address was in the phone 
book. 

Sally’s agent (and, much later, her husband) was an extremely shrewd individual named 
Laurence Schexnayder. He realized that without the occasional gimmick to revitalize flagging 
public interest, the fad for long underwear heroes would eventually fade, reducing his girl 
Sally’s chances of media exposure as The Silk Spectre to zero. Thus it was Schexnayder, in mid- 
1939, who suggested placing a large ad in the Gazette asking other mystery men to come 
forward. 

One by one we came, over the next few weeks. We were introduced to Sally, to Captain 
Metropolis, to each other and to Laurence Schexnayder. He was very organized and profes- 
sional, and although only in his mid-thirties he seemed very mature and respectable to us back 
then. Maybe that was just because he’d be the only person in the room not wearing their boxer 
shorts over their pants. By the fall of ’39 he’d arranged all the publicity and the Minutemen 
were finally born. 

The real mystery is how the hell we managed to stay together. 

Dressing up in a costume takes a very extreme personality, and the chances of eight such 
personalities getting along together were about seventy-eleven million to one against. This isn’t 
to say that some of us didn’t get along, of course. Sally attached herself pretty swiftly to Hooded 
Justice, who was one of the biggest 
men I’ve ever seen. I never found 
out his real name, but I’d be willing 
to bet that those early news reports 
weren’t far off in comparing him to 
a wrestler. Strangely enough, even 
though Sally would always be hang- 
ing onto his arm, he never seemed 
very interested in her. I don’t think 
I ever saw him kiss her, although 
maybe that was just because of his 
mask. Anyway, they started going 
out together, sort of, after the first 
Minutemen Christmas Party in 
1939, which is the last time I can 
remember us all having a real good 
time together. After that, things 
went bad. We had worms in the 
apple, eating it from inside. 



The first Minutemen Christmas party, 1939 
(from left to right) The Silhouette, Silk Spectre, 
Comedian, Hooded Justice, Captain Metropolis 
(in mirror), Nite Owl, Mothman, Dollar Bill 
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The worst of these was the 
Comedian. I’m aware that he’s still active 
today and even respected in some quar- 
ters, but I know what I know, and that man 
is a disgrace to our profession. In 1940 he 
attempted to sexually assault Sally Jupiter 
in the Minutemen trophy room after a 
meeting. He left the group shortly there- 
after by mutual consent and with a mini- 
mum of publicity. Schexnayder had 
persuaded Sally not to press charges 
against the Comedian for the good of the 
group's image, and she complied. The 
Comedian went his way unscathed... even 
though he was badly wounded in an 
unconnected stabbing incident about a 
year later. This is what made him decide 
to change his flimsy yellow costume for the Newsreel footage of the Comedian in the 

leather armor he wears at present. He South Pacific, 1942 

went on to make a name for himself as a 

war hero in the Pacific, but all I can think of is the bruises along Sally Jupiter’s ribcage and 
hope to God that America can find itself a better class of hero than that. 

After that, things deteriorated. In 1946, the papers revealed that the Silhouette was living 
with another woman in a lesbian relationship. Schexnayder persuaded us to expel her from 
the group, and six weeks later she was murdered, along with her lover, by one of her former 
enemies. Dollar Bill was shot dead, and in 1947 the group was dealt its most serious blow when 

Sally quit crimefighting to marry her agent. We 
always thought she might come back, but in 1949 she 
had a daughter, so that clinched that. Eventually, 
those of us who were left didn't even fight crime 
anymore. It wasn’t interesting. The villains we’d 
fought with were either in prison or had moved on 
to less glamorous activities. Moloch, for example, who 
had started out aged seventeen as a stage magician, 
evolving into an ingenious and flamboyant criminal 
mastermind through underworld contacts made in 
his world of nightclubs, had moved into impersonal 
crime like drugs, financial fraud and vice clubs by the 
late ’40s. Eventually, there was just me, Mothman, 
Hooded Justice and Captain Metropolis sitting 
around in a meeting hall that smelled like a locker 
room now that there weren’t any women in the 
group. There was nobody interesting left to fight, 
nothing notable to talk about. In 1949, we called it a 
day. By then, however, we’d been around long enough 
to somehow inspire younger people, God help them, 
to follow in our footsteps. 




Early publicity poster of Moloch, 1937 


The Minutemen were finished, but it didn’t 
matter. The damage had already been done. 





writer 


illustrator/letterer 


colorist 

LEN WEIN 

editor 


art director 
JENETTE KAHN 

president/publisher 


vp-executive editor 


production manager 

PAT BASTIENNE 

mgr. editorial coord. 

TERRI CUNNINGHAM 

mgr. editorial admin. 

PAUL LEVITZ 

executive vp 

JOE ORLANDO 

vp-creotive director 

ED SHUKIN 

vp-circulation 

BRUCE BRISTOW 

marketing director 


controller 



covers by 
DTe. 

story pages by 

TI-iPKid 

tag designed by 

Aivcar 



